PYGMALION

LIZA. Of course I havnt none. But I wasnt going to let him
know that You drive me home.
TAXIMAN. And wheres home?
LIZA. Angel Court, Drury Lane, next Meiklejohn's oil shop.

TAXIMAN. That sounds more like it, Judy. [He drives off}.
******

Let us follow the taxi to the entrance to Angel Court, a
narrow little archway between two shops, one of them Meikle-
john's oil shop. When it stops there, Eliza gets out, dragging her
basket with her.
LIZA. How much?

TAXIMAN {indicating the taximeter] Cant you read? A shilling.
LIZA. A shilling for two minutes!!
TAXIMAN. Two minutes or ten: it's all the same.
LIZA. Well, I dont call it right.
TAXIMAN. Ever been in a taxi before?

LIZA \with dignity} Hundreds and thousands of times, young
man.

TAXIMAN [laughing at her] Good for you, Judy. Keep the
shilling, darling, with best love from all at home. Good luck!
[He drives off].

LIZA [humiliated] Impidence!

She picks up the basket and trudges up the alley with it to her
lodging: a small room with very old -wallpaper hanging loose in the
damp places. A broken pane in the window is mended with paper. A
portrait of a popular actor and a fashion plate of ladies* dresses^ all
wildly beyond poor Elizas means^ both torn from newspapers^ are
pinned up on the wall. A birdcage hangs in the window; but its tenant
died long ago: it remains as a memorial only.

These are the only visible luxuries: the rest is the irreducible
minimum of poverty's needs: a wretched bed heaped with all sorts of
coverings that have any warmth in them^ a draped packing case with
a basin and jug on it and a little looking glass over zV, a chair and
table^ the refuse of some suburban kitchen^ and an American alarum
clock on the shelf above the unused fireplace: the whole lighted with
a gas lamp with a penny in the slot meter. Rent:four shillings a week.
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